AINGER : Prefects9 Detention. And I'm afraid I
must be going to take it now.

LAURA : What do you make them do ?
AINGER : Learn poetry by heart.
LAURA : What a terrible punishment.
AINGER : It is for most of them, I assure you.
LAURA : I thought you made them write lines.

AINGER : Mr. Simmons forbade it. He says it
spoils the handwriting. The poetry is his idea.
It is a tradition of the house. I really must go.
Good-bye.

LAURA : Good-bye. You are all coming to tea
on Sunday, aren't you ?

AINGER : Thanks, yes. We are looking forward
to it.

LAURA : Are you ? I imagined you hated it.
AINGER : What ?

LAURA : I must not keep you. Good-bye.
(AINGER goes.} If writing lines spoils the hand-
writing, doesn't learning poetry as a punishment
kill your affection for verse ?

WOODLEY : Most people haven't any to kill,
Mrs. Simmons.

LAURA : I daresay that's true. Well, doesn't it
prevent your ever developing one ?

WOODLEY : Yes, I expect it does. I shall never
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